years, and that the present claimant was the third of his
family in direct line who had attended a sale in the vague
hope of finding a listener to his grievance.
" Shall I offer him fifty francs and a bottle of country
wine for the few inches of land so as to clear the matter
up for all time ? " I suggested to my lawyer, half in joke.
The latter was plainly terrified and drew me almost
forcibly over to one side.
" For heaven's sake don't open your mouth," he
begged. " That's what the old man and his nephew
who's the idiot of the Commune come year after year
hoping to hear. According to an almost forgotten statute
of French law, if you make an offer of any sort, the claimant
has a right to state a case."
" They couldn't win," I scoffed.
" Of course not, but there'd be costs and the side with
any money would have to pay. That would be you."
I explained the matter to my wife a few minutes later.
She kept me waiting until she had finished a little business
with her secateur and then looked down at the spot
doubtfully.
" No buried treasure for you there, I'm afraid," she
sighed.
" I like my treasure unburied," I replied politely.
" Shucks !"
Which little gem of American slang was all I got for
my gallant speech, together with a tweak of the ear from
a pair of very muddy fingers.
A Htde more than a week later I stopped the car in the
middle of the village to allow a small funeral cortege to
pass. It was almost the plainest I had ever seen, even the
trappings of the pinewood coffin were worn and dingy
and a child's nosegay of weeds and hedge-flowers was tie
sole decoration upon the pall. The few men and women
plodding behind were of the poorest type. There was
not in their downcast faces even a dull gleam of the hungry
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